THE  DANCE  OF LOVE            111

that she had not deceived herself, nor belied him in her
thoughts. It was nearing midnight, but there was time yet.
She could gaze at him a little moment more, forbidding the
world to intrude upon her fleeting sanctuary.

The world, her world, was not to be so defied. The Princess
De Lamballe was already at her elbow, whispering of danger,

"Is it Provence?" asked the Queen.

"No. Worse. M. D'Orleans." The poor Princess would
know D'Orleans through any disguise. She was a widow, and it
was D'Orleans who had presided over the debaucheries that
had brought M. De Lamballe to an early and dishonourable
grave. The Queen had perhaps as much cause to hate him, and
mere to fear: cousins, as well as brothers, can look greedily
towards a tottering throne. But as she turned to avoid the
distinct menace of his envy, the world broke in with a nearer
and sharper challenge.

King Gustav hurried past her, but too late. Pejron had
already stumbled against a tall man in a long black domino,
and, instead of asking pardon, torn the mask from his face and
used it to deal him a glancing slap across the mouth.

The dance petered out. Men ran up in the hope of helping
Gustav smother the sudden fire. They could do nothing: it
would blaze out again to-morrow in the chill of dawn, and
before the sun was hot a young lad would be coughing his lungs
out on the dew-spangled grass.

"Come," said Fersen, leading her hurriedly towards the
doors. "Can I find your coach for you? You must hurry."

She was glad to hear the tone of com in and, to feel his firm
pressure on her wrist.

"What is it?" she asked, as they left the ballroom: "What
was happening?"

"It's what's going to happen! La Marck's a swordsman and
Pejron was always a clumsy young fool."

"I don't understand."

"Better not. But I am afraid there will be scandal. King
Gustav will probably have to cut short his visit, and take us all
home to Sweden."

"Oh?" Then you'll be able to see your sister again." Her
tone was curiously unconvincing.